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ADVERTISEMENT. IX 

whote mansion; adjacent to the ruins of the 
Abbey, stands on the site fonnerly occupied by 
the residence of its Commendators or Mitred 
Abbots. 

** The Rainbow*' originally appeared in the 
first number of the Oxford Quarterly Magazine. 
"Fraternal Valedictions" record a domestic 
separation. 

The " Dirge of Marr" was written as a bardic 
lament, supposed to have been attuned (ac- 
cording to ancient custom) over the funeral ob- 
sequies of the late Earl of that title ; who, a short 
time prions, had been restored, by a high- 
minded act of Royal grace, to the honours of his 
ancestors. These lines, since slightly altered, 



X ADVERTISEMENT. 

were, soon after their composition, favoured by 
insertion in the Literary Gazette. 

^' Aurora" formed a supplement to the Author's 
prior publication. 
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DRYBURGH ABBEY. 



Dryburoh ! I fEon would sing thy towers^ 
Thy ruddy rocks^ thy oaken bowers. 
Primaeval woods, whose awfiil shade 
Arch'd the hoar Druid's vista^glade^ 
Ere' yet yon reverend Pile arose 
'Mid twilight gloom, and dank repose. 
Oh ! that my song, borne on the gale 
To flowery Pbynings' sylvan vale. 
Might Anglia's Southern summits hail. 
Whence the rude pipe of pastoral key 
Waken'd my in&nt minstrelsy ! 
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Nay^ hush my harp ! thy feeble note 
Cannot aspire in air to floaty 
Nor mount aloft on eagle wings^ 
Like the young heart's imaginings. 
But lo ! from Eildon's emerald crown 
The Scotian Muse looks gladsome down^ 
Plays o'er her dieek a radiant smile^ 
And waves her beck'ning hand the whil^: 
Yet stay^ my harp ! that meteor bright 
Has oft beguiled the wayward wight^ 
Till prone^ from Fajue'9 impending sleep^ 
He falls to Lethe's sunless deep. 
Well^ if thou wilt, th^i, oatch the si^ 
Of Zephyr, as she flutters hy> 
Whose fickle gusts, that come and go. 
In tuneful prelude softly Uow; 
Thus I put forth my vain essay. 
Thus I accord my humble lay. 

Where winds €ur Tweed her silver tide. 
By Eildon's wizard-haunted side. 
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And with her fond endrcling wares 

The sacred banks of Dryburgh <^> lareeH- 

There^ Nature^ ever smiling bland^ 

Hath richly beautified tiie land : 

Pomona's fragrance glads the air^ • 

Ceres waves wide her ydJow hair^ 

And Flora's gems of stany sheen 

Braid the sloped margin's veinet green. 

Emerging still above the wood^ 

Reflected in the crystal floods 

The Abbey's fretted nave appears^ 

A monument of other years. 

The arch arrested in its 8pan<^ — 

Blurr'd frieze^ where wreath of roses ran— » 

The saintless niche — the spiral stair 

That ends its flight abrupt in aii^-«- 

And vaults^ through which the wild winds sigh> 

Tell tales of ages long gone by. 

Rapt Contemplation loves to dwell 
At morn^ recluse in Modan's cell^ 
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And mark the flouting sunbesms fall 
Over the ivy-woven wall ; 
Or, seeking late the solemn gkiom 
That consecrates eadi acuteheon'd tomb. 
To hear the owlet hoot, the while 
He flits adown the pillar'd ai^, 
And in the pale Moon's streamy rays. 
To sketch a thonsand phantasies. 

And, sooth, 'tis sadly sweet to rove 

Where waves the orchard'6 gdden grove, *^^ 

What time with twilight's witching dew. 

Sparkles besprent the sable Yew, 

That o'er the subject glebe hath sway'd 

Many a century of shade. 

While scarce the Sun a glimpse could throw. 

To streak its raven jet below ; 

E'en Death, whose blighting beck obey 

All leafy life, and quicken'd clay. 

Thence turns his partial wand away. 
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As loth to dose its ancient trust 
Of guardian o'er sepulchral dust. 
Beneath its boughs a wrinkled crone 
Mutters of days and manners gone — 
How grisly shapes %re left behind^ 
Visible^ grim^ but undefined. 
Whose voices moan in evary wind- 
Dame Superstition :— round her press 
Bairns^ in their truant idleness^ 
With oaten cates^ stroll*d from afieur^ 
To list her speech oracular. 
When horrors dire their eyeballs glaze 
In icy trance of dumb amaze^ 
She points the gilt helm aa the tomb. 
Bids each despoil its beck'ning plume^ 
Guerdon for rival speed to win ; 
Yet shuns herself to enter in. 
Beside the hag, her dusky mate 
Prompts and confirms her goblin prate^ 
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Tradition : — ^where he stands^ a doud 
Serves his uncertain height to shroud ; 
He, narrative on themes of eld. 
The same his sires had alway held^ 
Revolves, absorb'd, with rayless eye. 
The hoarded stores of memory, 
And, scornful of historic page. 
Dotes darkling on remoter age ; 
His only text the sculptured wreck 
Which quaint monastic emblems deck — 
Here, crosiers, cowls, and sombre faces ; 
There, antic feats, with apt grimaces. 
And gasping forms that writhe to own 
Prest weight of huge incumbent stone. 
As if pent in, constraint to bear 
Arc, roof, or battlement in air. — 
By these assured. Report hastes round 
With shudder, nod, and sigh profound, 
fler specious phrase^ belief to woo. 
Makes Fancy fain aver it true. 
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While low she murmurs in your ear. 

With fondling grt^sp, the tale of fear :•*- 

That in yon dungeon's gaping gloom ^'^ 

Withers the bud of virgin Uoom^ 

Where still the love-lorn Ellen weepB> 

And nightly frantic vigil keeps. 

Ill-fated girl ! self-doom'd to shun 

The enlivening radiance of the Sun! 

And tarries yet thy Love away ? 

And must thou ne'er behold the day ! 

But tearful weave at even-^eJl 

Thy joyless^ hopeless madrigal^ 

Till, free at midnight's magic hour^ 

When fsLjs hold court, and spells have power. 

And round their wide o'er-arching trees 

Revel the Hamadryades, 

Thou roamest foarth to greet the Moon, 

And bless her chill and paly noon ? 

How changed are Dryburgh's aisles and towers ! 

How silent now her oaken bowers ! 

b2 
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Her halb dismantled, Ymd, and drear. 
Her oypt, the den of phantom-fear. 
Once thrill'd with life ! when rigid care 
Nomber'd the hours of Fast and Prayer ; 
When fervent zeal, and pioos pleasure. 
Attuned the softly swelling measure. 
And Tweed would proudly bear along 
The dulcet tones of hidy song ! 
Obscure the white-robed Fathers strayed 
Through the dim doister's chequered shade. 
Pensive, with oft reverted eye 
To crucifix and rosarie. 
Purging the soul of earthly sense 
By chastened thought and penitence ; 
While frequent self-inflicted rod 
Humbled the rebel 'day to Qod ; 
And gleam'd the taper's mellow light 

O'er festal pomp,, or suppliant rite. 
Now all are fled^-each wonted sound 
Long, long hath ceased to vibrate round ; 
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Hashed 67*17 bell^ whose iron tongue 

O'er grove and rode its dangor swung. 

Whose notes up Mertoun's brae would climbs 

Then ring again in mimic chime ; 

No hooded Friars in lowlj train, . : 

Under the oriel's tinted pane. 

Raise morning Orisons to heaven. 

Or the sweet choral hymn of even ; 

No Miserere's l^igthen'd stave> 

No Requiem fills the vaulted nave^ 

Wafting to its immortid goal 

A shriven Brother's rescued soul. 

'Tis past ! but what uidiallow*d power ^*) 
Shook to its base the time-worn tower> 
And bade the whelming flame arise 
In billowy volume to the skies. 
While Ruin brooded o'er the gate 
And left the altars desolate ? 
E'en now methinks I see thee stand. 
Threat on thy brow, might in thy hand ! 
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That sword hath drain'd the freeman's veins. 

And Fire and Famine sooorge the plains ; 

Yet think'st thou, thus with blood imbued. 

By thee shall Scotland's Queen be woo'd? 

And that with javelin, brand, and gun. 

Shall youthful Edward's bride be won ? 

Hence ! Spoiler ! other darts of yore 

Love in maternal quiver bcHre ; 

Waved other torch, nor e'er made choice 

Of the fell cannon's thunder voice ! 

But lighter arrow, softer speech. 

Can heart of Royal Maiden reach ; 

And Mary greets beyond the sea 

Gentler ambassadors than thee. 

Hence ! draw thy legions from the vale ! 

'Tis done ! the vision waxeth pale ; 

But the rent tombs re-echo yet 

Thy malison, O Somerset ! 

The walls that heard the Matins sung, 
That with the midnight Anthem rung. 
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Bereft of all their ancient pride^ 
The hoarsely-howling winds deride. 
Wan-eyed Decay now reigns— her throne 
Fall'n capital of shapely stone. 
Where still a solitary rose 
Unharm'd, its slender petal shows. 
Spared to adorn her final tomb. 
Instinct with adamantine bloom. — 
Thence as she wields her ashen wand. 
Huge fragments fall on either hand : 
Oblivion blots the mystic rhyme 
That Scnlpture tells of olden time ; 
And the lank weeds obtrusive wave 
O'er prostrate shaft, and rifted grave. 
But goodlier incense heavenward soars 
From Albyn's truth-saluted shores. 
Than warm'd, to plead with saints on high. 
Those wrecks of bigot pageantry. 
Relumed the Christian's filmy sight. 
From fount of empyrean light. 
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His heart's pare aspirations rise> 

Its own sweet-sayour'd sacrifice ; 

And sliines unveil'd the hce of day^ 

For Error's haze is roll'd away. 

And holier fieuies and nobler towers . K 

Glitter from Tweed's o'er-hanging bowers^ 

As on the silvirar-rippled river. 

That glides in changeful mazes ever. 

Now rapid poors a headlong flood. 

Now sleeps in dear unruffled ^ouiod-*-' 

Where widest spreads its ludd breast 

The mirror'd landscape smiles con£esft. 

Yea> in the stilly deptiis below. 
Where the smooth wave scarce seems to flow, 
A picture gleams, serenely fair. 
Like real scene in realms of air. 
O'er which the stream of Time is flowing : — 
But Tweed's bright river calmly glowing 
Is hurrying to the boundless sea, 
As Time, into Eternity. 
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'Tis eve — the sinking Son hath dyed 
Thy pendent groves^ steep Bemerside I * 
And flung o'er Minto's craggy hei^t 
His gorgeous robe of rubied light. 
Now fade his latest rays upon 
The Muses' loved pavilion, <*> 
Where, circling round their votive equine. 
Auspicious dance th' Aonkui Nine ; 
And instant with vindictive glow 
Apollo twangs^ his &tefiil bow. 
As strung anew, each classic lyre 
Responds with all ita wonted ^re. 
Since Ossian broke their recreant thrall 
In storm-swept Morven's cavem'd hall ; 
Since Music sigh'd through Roslin glen 
From vocal grot of Hawthomden : 
Great Phoebus too, in sjonbol'd guise. 
Again careers Elysian skies. 
Since hjrmn'd by peasant-bard of Ayr, 
And garlanded with gowans fair ; 
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While his behest the Seasons wait. 
Each with a^portion'd scroll of fate. 
And chaplet of her own fresh flowers. 
Successive cull'd from Ednam bowers. 

Now, Cheviot's granite chains afeyr 
Seem link'd on high, from star to star. 
The cold night winds my strings benumb. 
And Echo's mimic shell grows dumb ; 
And Dryburgh's hospitable Lord 
Invites to join the social board ; 
So, striking short a funt ferewell. 
Till Mom unlocks their frigid spell, 
I leave my eirie pinnacle. 
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PART II. 



Ah ! who is he^ whose giant form ^'^ 
Seems striding through the moantain->8torm ? 
Burst the loud thunders o'er his head^ 
The rent rocks quake beneath his tread ; 
Tweed dashes on^ and wildly roars^ 
Like Ocean round lona's shores ; 
And yon hoarse Bagpipe's sullen cry 
Moans to the wind^ meet sjrmphony. 

Now a lone sun-beam thrown aslant 
Illumes that frame of adamant. 
So vast of height, so huge of limb. 
That you might fairly deem it him 
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Who erst Nemaea's lion slew^ 

And back fimn hell Aloeste drew ; 

For whom^ (repentant of the harm 

Wrought by the tonic's fetal charm,) 

Deianira bade to flow 

Her unremitting wail of woe. 

One hand upraised has grasp'd the hilt> 

Where soon shall Southron Uood be spilt ; 

The other leans upon the shield 

Which he in Scotland's right shall wield. 

For lo !»as if on Lanark's hiU 

He ranged the blazing woodland^ stilly 

While widow's shriek, and ruffian jeer. 

Smote frequent his indignant ear. 

And his keen eye, quick flashing rounds 

Saw unredeem'd his native ground — 

His iron nerves all strung for fight. 

His soul all maddening into might. 

He tosses from his haughty brow 

A proud defiance to the foe. 
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'Tis Wallace ! ay^ f«r such he stood, 
Gazmg on Clyde's romantic flood. 
And ponderd o'er his country's pain. 
And voVd to break its senrile chain ; 
But if, amid the patriot throes 
That tore his breast for Scotland's woti» : 
One struggling pang he strove to hide^ 
Ascending Cartlane'a cavern'4 sidc^ <^^ / 

And dropt^ to soothe his deep distress^^ 
One tear of softer tenderness, . / 

Which sear'd his che^ j^e flame of fire. 
And urged him finrth with fiercer ire— 
Oh ! 'twas for 1^, whose lyogel form 
Then beckon'd through the threatening storm. 
And mounting up the ambient sky, 
Prodaim'd Revenge and Victory. 

Hark ! by that pilmwh's sudden swell 
Old Time has lost his secret spell. 
Oblivion lifts the murky shroud. 
And start to life the fair^ the proud. 
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The brave^— tiieir native land to free^ 
Or greatly die for liberty. 
But chief amid that shadowy throng. 
And first those beauteous maids among, 
Lo ! Marion smiles, her moon-like shield 
Glimmers in glory o'er the field ; 
From moat, from cairn, with ready kap, 
A thousand plaided warriors sweep. 
The broad claymore they now resume. 
And glittering casque, and dancing plunae. 
Now, circling round their Chieftain, fade 
To marble rest, and viewless shade ! 

Hush'd is the gale, — the echoes mute. 
Save to the lassie's tinkling lute ; 
The Sun breaks out with golden gleam ; 
In smoother current flows the stream } 
The groves, the rocks, the hills, reply 
To heaven their grateful sjrmpathy. 
Ha ! well I ken in Modan's Fane, 
The chantress of that softer strain. 
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On couch of moss-enamell'd shrine 

Hail ! sprite aerial ! nymph divine ! 

For sure yon tartan's wavy fold 

Engirds no maid of mortal mouldy 

But the coy Muse^ and Dryad Queen 

Of Eildon's triple cone, I ween ; 

Her form, like grace celestial, bent 

O'er her .£olian instnunent ; 

And while she sweeps the bounding wire 

With lightsome touch, and glance of fire. 

Her snowy fingers, as they f|y. 

Dispense the notes of melody. 

Which scatter'd wide, like dewy spray. 

In brilliant sparkles melt away. 

So, the fleet sea-birds, hovering high. 

Dart through the billow, instantly ; 

So, rising into light again, 

Shake from their wings the glistening rain. 

But list ! what furtive breeze may bear 
Of voice and lute's accordant air. 
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80NO. 

Teviot ! Teviot ! gentle tide^ 

Througli thine own sweet valley peacefully glide. 

Calmly, yet happily mnnmning on. 

Tell to the Ocean what trophies were won ; 

For thy jealous wave shall blush no more 

At the Saxon's glaive, and the Cktd's claymore : 

Ye lonely lakes of limpid blue. 

That mirror the mountains round Benvenue : 

Gray towers of Stirling impr^nable 

To the booming cannon and shattering shell : 

• 

Ye doud-crown'd heights of Loch-na-Gkirr : 
Ye dark- waving pines in the forest of Marr : 
Rejoice ! Rejoice ! Caledonia is £ree,^ 
And Wallace her Champion of Liberty ! 

Yes ! thus it is, the times are gone 
When serried armour fearful shone. 
No dire alarm of border-fray 
Disturbs the cotter's blithesome day. 
Or village dance and roundelay ; 
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Dun Cheviot views no lurking spear 
Herald a faithless T]rrant near ; 
From Smaylho'me toVr no bugles blow 
A challenge to the startled foe : 
But Scotia now, of milder mien^ 
With roseate bloom, and eye swene. 
Robed in white vest of spangled dew. 
And various scarf of rainbow hu^ 
Waves o'er the realm the wand of peace. 
Bids war subside and discord cease ; 
Yet darkly frowns, Monteith ! when feune 
Recalls thy damning deed of shame ; 
And grateful binds the laurel bough 
Around her Martyr-hero's brow. 

Great Chief ! thy image long shall stand 
The guardian bulwark of the land. 
To share the beam, the storm to brave. 
When summers smile, or winters rave ; 
While many a Scot shall view yon Urn, 
And with heroic passion bum ; 
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And many a bard of tUver Tweed 

Shall tune to thee his rural reed. 

Weaving among thy deathless bays 

A wreath to noble Buchan's praise ; 

Who^ mindfdl of his sires of old 

Through whom the blood of freedom roll'd^ 

And feeling in his pulse the thrill 

Of the same glory beating stilly 

Hath rear*d thy giant-frame sublime* 

To link the past with future time. 

How sad* from those we love* to part* 
And feel the wrench that tears the heart : 
Yet* from the parting glance we borrow 
A charm* to soften future sorrow ; 
And lives in Friendship's cherish'd. token 
A spell to heal the tendril broken. 
Oh ! thus the mind holds kindred tie 
With Nature's genial harmony ; 
Whence we may gather as we gaie* 
Fair visions for life's later days* 
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When Memwy paints some scene again^ 
(Theme haply of a boyish strain^) 
And bids the mellow'd landscape roll 
In beauty o'er our pensive sonL 

Whether I wistful turn to view 

The clust'nng bells of heavenly blue> 

Or feathery brake, or tufted heath. 

Whose fragrance is from Freedom^ breath:-'^ . 

Rough craig, bleak muir, and gamish*d grove. 

All claim a lingering look of love. 

Dryburgh ! if e*er those rocks prolong 
An echo of thy pilgrim's song — 
If partial eye of bard or sage 
Shall frownless scan his minstrel page — 
'Twas Eildon's Muse the lay inspired^ 
Which thy enchanting vale required. 
Who, from her mount Parnassian, lent 
My hands a fitter instrument, 

o2 
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And deign'd, methought, in fond reply, 
A bolder, wilder melody. 
But Duty's call I now obey, 
(Waned is my summer holiday,) 
And sighing, loth to gaze my last. 
My carol o'er, my sojourn past. 
With votive mistletoe entwine. 
And to its oaken boug^ resign 
The elfin harp I feaicied mine* 
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Hail ! sun-bright meteor of llie tliottsand djeB, 

Emblazon'd, like a triumph, on the skies ; 

Heaven's richest hues are blended in thy span. 

Kindled to glory^ for a sign to Man ; 

Those vivid tints that through the tempest shine 

Proclaim thy wondrous Architect divine : 

Oemm'd by the rain-drops was the tissue spun. 

With golden threads irradiate of the Sun^ 

Like stars enwreathed^ their mingling splendours glow 

In varied lustre to the world below. 

Mercy, glad seraph, firom the throne above, 

Buoy'd in the ambient air of life and love. 

Rests in mid ether on thy brilliant arch. 

Then downward speeds to earth her rapid march. 
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Lo ! through the dark dqpths of th' im£Eithom'd mab 
Thy braided brightneBS dimly gleams^ again. 
Warning the snrges that their ruthless might 
No more shall revel on the moontain-height. 
Nor throng the fertile fields and valleys rave. 
Engulfing Nature in the whirling wave. 
No ! — for when» fiar away, with sullen roar. 
The shrunken waters lash'd their soundii^ shore. 
And found whoe'er they rush'd, beyond to roam> 
The jutting cliffs rebuke their angry foam ;-^ 
When the gray Fathers of Man's rescued race. 
Exulting, on the lone Ark's resting-plaee 
Had bent the knee, and, round their fiEiyoui^d sire. 
Drawn yotiye blood, and fann'd the sacred fire ;«^ 
When o'er fiur Nature burst that sunny smile, 
(More lovely for her glistening tears the while-^) 
Then, from the heavens was heard an awful voice. 
That bade the trembling Patriarch rejoice ; 
Well pleased the Deity had seen arise 
Pray'r wing'd by &ith, sweet^savour'd sacrifice. 
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And now th' eteiiial Covenant He swore^ 
That He would flood the new-born knd no niore^ 
Then^ rays from heaven with tears from earth He Uent, 
And wrote His promise on the firmament* 

View it^ vain man ! whose dull unheeding soul. 
No cheering hopes^ no startling fears^ control^ 
Nor the pale beauty of the Moon absorbsi 
Nor the deep rapture of the hymning Orbs ; 
Whose sordid thought ne'er search'd Creation's laws 
For the vast goodness of th' Omniscient Cause, 
Ne'er felt electric joy when laughing May 
Wreathes with young flowers the gladden'd brow of Day , 
Nor own'd, w^th transport chastened, awed, refined. 
Might on the mountain, wonder in the wind ; 
Behold ! — and though thou deignest nought to bless. 
Yet shuddering scan thy very nothingness ! 

Such thou hast lived, bright Rainbow ! whenthesky 
Has clothed in clouds its blue serenity. 
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And such shalt live> — whiles grateful tor the vow, 
All nations of the earth to heaven shall bow — 
Curbing the tempest on its thunder-path. 
Chaining the boisterous billows in their wrath ; 
Majestic token of thy Maker's might ! 
Pure zone of grace ! Ghrand coronal of light ! 
God's own blest handmark, mystic, full, sublime. 
Graven in glory to the end of time ! 
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FAREWELL 



Supposed to be spoken by my Brother from a Vessd bound for 
Madras, off the Isle of Wight, (evening) preparing to saiL 

Fbiends ! kindred ! country ! hear my last Farewell^ 
Ere yet the winds our fluttering canvas swell ; 
Ere the bold prow rides swiftly through the main^ 
Oh ! let me sigh one sad Farewell again. 
What eye is straining from yon rock-built shore ? 
What ear is listing to the billow's roar ? 
What heart's thick pulse responsive throbs to mine ? 
Thine^ O my Father ! and^ my Brother ! thine. 
Yes! fondly breathing many a warm Adieu, 
Your forms still linger in my darkening view^ 
StiU wistful bending o'er the dusky pier. 
While each huge wave comes swollen with a tear. 
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Rolling along in mournful cadence by^ 
And every breeze seems burthen'd with a sigh. 
But hark ! the toiling sailors hoarsely sing^ 
Harsh grate the cables^ clanking irons ring ; 
The anchor leaves its sandy couch below^ 
And leaps relentless to the bounding prow; — 
My heart oppress'd with woe no tongue can tell> 
Dear native land ! dear kindred ! all — Farewell ! 



ADIEU. 

Supposed to be spoken by myself on the same occasion from the 

Pier at Ryde, Isle of Wight 

Ye ruthless gales ! that bear the bark away. 

E'en yet a while her hasty pinions stay ; 

Ye boisterous tides ! that raise the troubled deep^ 

In amber caves^ and groves of coral sleep ; 

May the grim tempest whirl the spray no more^ 

But softer billows break around the shore ; 

That, gently rocking on the rippling blue. 

Yon white- wing'd bark may catch our last Adieu : 

Nor throw, dun Eve ! thy murky veil between. 

To rob a parent of this solemn scene— 

But would thou hadst before ! for lo ! a sail 

Hovers in courtship to the gusting gale. 

Another woos the breeze, another crowds 

To the full gathering of the bursting shrouds ! 



44 ADIEU. 

The Vessel heaves ! now stoops to drink the wave 
Now towers aloft^ the storm-cloud's wrath to bra^ 
The Flag's red current^ streaming in the wind^ 
Waves a Farewell to all it leaves behind; — 
A Father's, Brother's^ aching hearts to you. 
Dear Brother ! breathes a long, a sad — ^Adieu ! 

March, 1822. 



DIROE OF MARK. 



Is there no fitter minstrelof the hall. 

No plaided seer, nor poet seneschal^ 

To wail his Lord in wonted numbers iiow> 

From Dee's t^) dusk woods, or Snowdon's ^°^ ^castled 

brow? 
Erskines ! I seize your long-forgotten lyre. 
Touch its mute chords, and wake its dormant fire ; 
That hill, and grove, and flood, and vocal plain. 
May conscious echo to the solemn strain. 

Lo ! fair Edina, on her mountain-throne. 
Her tartan rends, and heaves the patriot groan ; 
In plumy pomp slow glides the sable bier. 
And marshall'd Clansmen died the parting tear ; 
Now refluent Forth upbears the gallant throng. 
And- the poised bark moves mournfully along. 
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O Stirling ! hurl the thunder from thy rock. 
Till Ochil answers and prolongs the shock ! 
Yea> let the lightnings flash, and ^^nw^n roar. 
To the mute music of the g1ft«<^ng oar. 
For Alloa greets with sad funereal knell 
The hoary Chief she lor'd in life so wdL 

While hundreds crowd the strand to bear the pall 

To Alloa's rifted tower and desert hall, 

A pilgrim bard, I view the scutcheon'd Tree, <***> 

Emblem of patriarchal dignity. 

Whence, pendant. Fame's amblasoii'd symbols traee 

Martial achicFement, and pistrician grace. 

Deep strike its roots thnm^ Scotland's tusbetX soil. 

And its full veins with r^al currents boil. 

Proud thrives in native strength the stately stem, • 

Each branch is braided with a diadem ; 

Mark the groiip'd orb of Buohan's graven shield^ 

The huge claymore that won the tentted field. 

White morion crest^ Aurl'd flag of crimson fold. 

The Regent's coif, the Treasurer's wand of gold : (»^> 



\ 
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When bristled ev'ry crwg with Southron blade^ 
Swoop'd eagle Valour horn its eirie shade^ 
And^ when the Scotian standard ruled the plain^ 
Triumphant nestled on those boughs again. 
Beauty and Science too have issued theiice^ 
Keen-sparkling Wit^ and honied Eloquence ; 
Yet scathed awhile it withered. Now anew 
Bursts the fresh foliage budding to the yiew ; 
And long may flourish that prinueval Tree> i'^^ 
Whose Virtue bloom'd its true Nobility ! 

niustrious Thane ! though o'er thy opening grave 

In feudal grandeur trophied banners wave^ 

Though high ancestral glories kindle^ met 

In jewell'd blaze of princely coronet ; 

Far purer meed^ and brighter lustre^ thine^ 

Than all the honours of thy ancient line. 

I joy that I have seen thy smile dispense 

The radiance of its meek benevolence. 

Ah ! many a sigh^ from many a grateful heart 

That owns thy goodness while it grieves' to part> 
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I 

Shall follow thee^ frmn Poverty's sear'd breast^ 
To the glad regions of Elysian rest. 

Day wanes — dun twilight glimmers on the 8h<nre^ 
Each footstep gone — ^the pageantry is o'er ; 
In murmur'd woe Fcnrth's sorrowing billows roU^ 
And Ocean-caves resound the bell's dull toll ; 
While my rapt harp^ to yon benignant star^ 
Still lings its wild notes o'er thee^ Noble Marb ! 

August 29, 1825. 



AUf^ORA, 



AN ODE. 



O'er yon beetling cliffs afar 
Phoebus wheels his golden car ; 
Bashful Twilight flits away 
From the radiant God of day ; 
Lo ! Aurora starts from sleep^ 
Blushing yet her rest to keep ; 
And fair Nature^ Earth to bless^ 
Smiles in all her loveliness ! 

'Tis the mild and soothing hour 
When, their downy slumber breakings 

(Ere the world resumes its power^) 
Health and Innocence are waking : 

o 
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Boojuit trip that wnnMkr fed 
rnn the great cHdiomKd iciicil ; 
Up the moontaiB's il e epj ade 
Swift the ImihIiiii nuideBt slide : 
demr liHire, from theskiesy 
QnidDen ta ihdr gfaMJdm'd eyes. 
And a poier hkmn they waa% 
From the kias of meoirtatii air ; 
Where they tfesd, the iow^reCs gay 
Scatter devr-dn^ in thcfr way^ 
Dearer each than twinkUag gem 
On a r^al diadem. 
Yes^ when lovely flowerets bending^ 

Weep the Incid tears of xdxxvlj 
Monarchs^ all their jewels blending^ 

Cannot thus their crowns adorn ! — 

Hark 1 the happy skylarks sing^ 
Light of heart, and light of wing ; 
Theirs the brisk and blithesome measure 
That attunes the soul to pleasure 
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As they dance along the skj. 

In their spirit's ecstasy: 

See^ yon ling'ring warfoler floats 

O'er her couch of purple heatiher^ 
Trilling short some swtset wild notes ; 

Now^ she links them all t(^ether : 
For her kindled eyes are turning 
Where the sun's new lamp is burning ; 
Louder now^ her song^ and sweeter. 
And her flight she wingeth fleeter 
High in heaven's supreme dcnninion 

Carolling the clouds among. 
While her light and trembling pinion 

Beats the measure of her smig. 

Where are Guilt, and Pride, and Power, 
At this mild and soothing hour ? 
Int'rest, too, whose selfish mood 
Chains the heart, and chills the blood ? 
Where is Folly's giddy throng, 
Who the Bacchic rites prolong, 
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Or the mazy dance entwine 
Round the foot of Fashion's shrine ? 

Ghiilt has slunk to sleepless bed ; 

Pride has bow'd his fever'd head ; 
Seal'd is yet the Tyrant's sight 
From the scathing glance of light ; 
And the Miser's sordid brain 
Dreams his treasure o'er again : 
They that quaff wine*s madd'ning bowl 
Forge the fetters of the soul ; 
They that dance the night away^ 

Rest of all its halm beguiling^ 
List not to the lark's sweet lay> 

When the rosy Mom is smiling. 
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NOTES. 



Note 1, page 15, line 2. 
7%e soared banks of Dryburgh laves, 

FoASYTH, in his Beauties of Scotland, to which he 
has affixed two plates of this Ahhey^ thus cleBcribes the 
situation of Dryhurgh^ and the etymological derivation 
of the name. 

'' The ruins of Dryhurgh Ahbey form one of the most 
interesting remains of antiquity to he found in this 
county* They are heautifully situated on a peninsula 
fonned hy the Tweedy ahout ten miles ahove Kelso^ and 
three helow Melrose, on the south-western quarter of 
the county of Berwick. 

" Saint Modan, who was one of the first Christian mis- 
sionaries in Britain, was Ahhot of Dryburgh about the 
year 56% and made apostolic excursions into the north- 
western parts of Scotland, particularly in the districts of 
Stirling and Dumbarton, where his memory is still to be 
traced in popular tradition. 

'' There is some reason to conjecture, that on tliis spot 
there had been more anciently a Druidical establishment. 
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because the Celtic or Gaelic etymology of the name of 
Durachbniach, or Durachbrugh, or Dryburgh, can be 
no otherwise interpreted than the bank of the sacred 
grove of oaks, or the settlement of Druids; and we 
know that it was usual for the first planters of Chris- 
tianity, in Pagan countries, to choose such sacred haunts 
for the propagation of the Gospel.'* 

See also Dr. Mitchel's Scotsman s Library. 

Note 2, page 16, line 10. 
And, sooth, ^tis sadly sweet to rove 
Where waves the orchard* s golden grove, S^c. 

Dryburgh, Uke several sister sanctuaries on the banks 
of Tweed, is famous for her flourishing orchards 

Near these ruins, as within the precincts of many other 
conventual remains, is a Yew-tree, supposed to be coeval 
with the foundation of the Abbey. 

Note 3, page 19, line 3. 
That in yon dungeons gaping ghom 
Withers the hud of virgin bloom. 

A note appended to the Eve of St, John, wherein the 
highly-gifted Bard of the North has taken poetical ad- 
vantage of the same fact, will best explain the allusion. 

" The circumstance of the Nun ' who never saw the 
day,' is not entirely imaginary. About fifty years ago, 
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an unfortunate female wanderer took up her residence in 
a dark vault, among the ruins of Dryburgh Abbey, which, 
during the day, she never quitted. When night fell, she 
issued from this miserable habitation, and went to the 
house of Mr. Halliburton of Newmains, the editor*s 
great-grandfather, or to thatof Mr.Erskine, of Sheilfield, 
two gentlemen of the neighbourhood. From their charity, 
she obtained such necessaries as she could be prevailed 
upon to accept. At twelve each night, she lighted her 
candle and returned to her vault ; assuring her friendly 
neighbours, that, during her absence, her habitation was 
arranged by a Spirit to whom she gave the uncouth name 
of Fatlips ; describing him as a little man, wearing heavy 
iron shoes, with which he trampled the clay floor of the 
vault to dispel the damps. This circumstance caused her 
to be regarded, by the well-informed, with compassion, 
as deranged in her understanding; and by the vulgar, 
with some degree of terror. The cause of her adopting 
this extraordinary mode of life she would never explain* 
It was, however, believed to have been occasioned by a 
vow, that, during the absence of a man to whom she was 
attached, she would never look upon the sun. Her lover 
never returned: he fell during the civil war of 1745-6, 
and she never more would behold the light of day. I'he 
vault, or rather dungeon, in which this unfortunate wo- 
man lived and died, passes still by the name of the super- 
natural being with which its gloom was tenanted by her 
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disturbed imagination, and few of the ndghbonring 
peasants dare enter it by night** — MintireUy of the Scot' 
tiih Border. 

Note 4, page 21, line 13. 
^— but what unhaUow'd power 
Shook to its bcue the time'Wom tower. 

The Abbey having been considerably damaged by the 
army of Edward II. in 1323, and repaired by the mu- 
nificence of Robert I. was finally ransacked and burnt, 
anno 1548, by the Duke of Somerset, Protector during 
the minority of Edward VI. of England. This noble- 
man, it will be recollected, in pursuance of the policy 
dictated by the dying ii^junction of King Henry, inyaded 
Scotland for the purpose of betrothing young Edward 
to the beautiful Queen of Scots ; but the violence and 
victory which distinguished his progress were fhutless : 
Mary precipitately departed for France, and formed an 
alliance with the Dauphin. 

Note 5, page 25, line 6. 
The Mtises* loved pavilion. 

An elegant circular Temple built by Lord Buchan 
upon a rising ground near the Gardens, and dedicated to 
the Muses. The figures of *^ the Nine" in basso relievo 
emboss the central ornament, which is surmounted by a 
marble statue of the Apollo Belvidere. Reference ia made 
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in the subsequent lines to the Poets> Ossian^ Dnimmond^ 
Burns, Thomson. 

Note 6, page 27, line 1. 
Ah ! who U he, whose giant form. 

The Colossal Statue of Wallace was erected by the 
present Earl of Buchan upon a rocky eminence, over- 
looking the river. Discerned from the surrounding 
country at a great distance, it presents a noble and strik- 
ing olgect to the eye of the traveller. On the pedestal, 
these words from Thomson are engraven : 

GKEAT PATRIOT HEKO ! 
ILL-REQUITED CHIEF ! 

The height of the figure is twenty feet, that of the base 
ten. The artist was a native of the village. 

A sepulchral Urn, wrought of the same stone, from a 
quarry in the vicinity, placed on a rock opposite, bears 
the following inscription : 

" The peerless knight of EUerslie, 
Who waved on Ayr's romantic shore 
The beamy torch of Liberty ; 
And roving round from sea to sea 
From glade obscure, and gloomy rock. 
His bold compatriots calFd to free 
The realm from Edward's iron yoke." 
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Note 7, page 29, line 8. 
Ascending Cartlanes caverrCd side. 

In the year 1997, Sir William Wallace began here his 
first great military attempts. It appears that Wallace 
having married a lady of the name of Braidfoot, the 
heiress of Lammington, lived with her privately at Lanark; 
that while there, a scuffle ensued in the street between 
Wallace, accompanied by a few friends, and a body of 
Englishmen ; that Wallace, being overpowered, fled first 
to his own house, and thrice escaped to Cartlane Craigs; 
and the sheriff Hesilrig seized upon his wife and put her 
to death. — From Cririe's Scottish Scenery^ note 206, 
p. 396. 

Note 8, page 45, line 4. 
Dees dusk woods, 

Marr forest, Aberdeenshire, in which rises the river 
Dee. 

Note 9, page 45, line 4. 
Snowdons castled brow. 

The original appellation of Stirling rock, of whose 
castle the earls of Marr were anciently hereditary go- 
vernors. 

Note 10, page 46, line 9. 
A pilgrim bard, I view the scutcheori'd Tree. 
It should be here observed, perhaps,- that this illus- 
tration of a genealogical Tree is purely imaginary. 
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Note 11, page 46, line 20. 
The Regent's coif, the Treasurers wand of gold. 

The Regent Man* died in the year 1572. His son was 
in 1615 appointed^ by James the sixth, Lord High 
Treasurer of Soodaud. 

Note 12^ page 47^ line 9. 
— That primaval Tree, 



The title of Marr^ according to Lord Hailes, is one of 
those whose origins are lost in their antiquity : it existed 
before our records^ and before the era of genuine history. 



THE END. 
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